MORNING

viciously with her parasol on the marble floor and spit
forth such cold hate was as if a small blue butterfly should
unnaturally have been given the nature and the weapons
of a scorpion.

" Are you trying to order me about ? " she sneered.

" I'm not trying to do anything," he answered fret-
fully. " I'm simply telling you what Sir Frederic said.
It'll end in his forbidding any private parcels to be brought
in by the Messenger. It makes him furious to see the
Chancery table looking like a bargain counter."

The round-faced Marine emerged from the corridor
on his way to accept Scrutton's hospitality, and Georgie,
without paying the least attention to her husband's dis-
approval, waylaid him with a smile.

" Oh, do you know if Commander Hunter brought me
some bathing-dresses ? " she asked.

The round-faced Marine surrendered at once.

" I couldn't tell you, Miss," he said anxiously. " But
we brought a whole lot of things. I know the porter at
the Forring Office was a bit ikey about it when they was
being done up, and, in fact, he happened to pass the
remark, was we opening a shop out here. We left a lot
of stuff at Rome, though."

Arthur was In the background, and there his wife kept
him while she continued to bewitch the round-faced
Marine.

" I do hope my bathing-dresses weren't left in Rome,'*
she murmured wistfully.

The round-faced Marine was obviously much moved
by the possibility of such a disaster. He longed to console
this perfect lady, who was in his familiar thoughts not
merely a perfect lady but a little Mt of all right as well